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RICHARD  LOVELACE

The rhet'ric of my hand

Woo'd you to understand;

Nay, in our silent walk                                  25

My very feet would talk,

My knees were eloquent,

And spake the love I meant;

But deaf unto that air,

They, bent, would fall in prayer.                    30

Chorus.   Yet understand you not, fair choice;

This language without tongue or voice ?

No ?   Know then, I would melt

On every limb I felt,

And on each naked part                                35

Spread my expanded heart,

That not a vein of thee

But should be filTd with me;

Whilst on thine own down I

Would tumble, pant, and die.                         40

Chorus,   You understand not this, fair choice ;

This language wants both tongue and "Voice.

NIGHT

TO  LUCASTA

NIGHT ! loathed jailor of the lock'd-up sun,
And tyrant-turnkey on committed day,
Bright eyes lie fetter'd in thy dungeon,
And heaven itself doth thy dark wards obey:
Thou dost arise our living hell,
With thee groans, terrors, furies dwell,
Until Lucasta doth awake,
And with her beams these heavy chains off shake.

Behold, with opening her almighty lid,
Bright eyes break rolling and with lustre spread,
And captive Day his chariot mounted is;
Night to her proper hell is beat,
And screwed to her ebon seat;
Till th* earth with play oppressed lies,
And draws again the curtains of her eyes.
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